The order, repeated in low voices, ran along the
column It got on the move
The depths of the ravine were covered with glazed
frost The unshod Mongol horses made their way along
carefully, picking their steps Now and again you could
hear the dull sound of a horse falling His rider picked
himself up, sweanng under his breath, and proceeded on
foot Gunners busied themselves silently round restive
teams, while the guns' wheels skated over the ice
Sergeant Ma studied the dark in front of him His de-
tachment of scouts were under cover at the foot of a hill
a few hundred yards from the ravine Fiery dots marked
the line of the horizon The Chinese were beginning to get
used to them The six men of the detachment were asleep.
The ravine hypnotized the sergeant No danger could
possibly come from that direction The enemy were
massed to the north, beyond the barracks Still, the ser-
geant could not bring, himself to take his eyes off that
patch of dark He made an effort, and glanced at the dis-
tant heights The flames rose quietly, and their familiar
presence soothed him Those lights reminded him of the
feast of Tsonkhava, when, from dusk to dawn, lights burned
before the door of devotees of the Yellow faith, from the
Hutukhtu's palace to the humblest tent lost in the desert
But the ravine drew Sergeant Ma's eyes back again
He started In the depths of that dark pit a broad flood,
still darker, seemed to be flowing He felt like rousing
his men But they would make fun of him Yet he felt
sure his eyes were not deceiving him This parade of
shadows was much more terrifying than the firing and
the cavalry charges of the day before
All at once, from the depths of the ravine, rose a
sobbing, wild neighing the unmistakable neigh of a
horse stricken to death
eGet up1' shouted Sergeant Ma, putting his rifle to
his shoulder